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VIRGINIA HARNED
TALKS OF THE STAGE

By MARIE B. SCHRADER.

More beautiful, more vivacious and
more up-to-date than ever hefore, Virginia
Harned has been charming New York
wita her American-French 'interpretation
of Sardou's latest play, ““The Love Let-
ter.” Miss Harned is a delightful illustra-
tion of the American girl, who has not
been Gibsonized. She is Virginia Harned
from the top coil of her reddish gold hair
to the toes of her perfectly shaped foot.
She does not owe her type to any one but
the Creator himself, and she takes no
pains to alter her originality of expres-
sion both in form- and disposition. She is
frank, sincere, and honest. There is no
sham, no hypocrisy about her. She says
what she means though the heavens ¥all,
his was never more clearly illustrated
than at the time when her husband, E. H.
Sothern, endeavored to teach the eritics a
thing or two. There had been some com-
ment of his performances of Hamlet and
Romeo, resulting in a printed argument.
Miss Harnéd was naturally indignant,
and threw down her ultimatum in the
shape of an interview with me, in which
she sald that critics were superfluous, and
that in a short space of time even the
term would be obsclete. She expressed
herself so vigorously that I ventured to
ask if she objected to the printing of a
few of her ideas on the subject. “Say
anything I have said,”” she replied. “1
don’t say what I don't mean, and I mean
every word of this.” The critics have al-
ways been kind to Miss Harned, and ner
remarks were a direct challenge, but no
one could bilame her, for every one under-
stood her faith in “E. H.,” as she calls
Mr. Sothern.

Miss Harned has, in “The Love Letter,™
returned to comedy in which she is al
Ways charming. She is blessed or
cursed with versatility, and this enables
managers to shift her from one style of
play to anpther with remarkable g
If were to her own play I
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answered Miss Harned.

» extremely limited, and
must cognize her own

for a really great sctress is ready to

play aay g of power in expression,

» all know that the dramatic stories

ahu
do not come from the Maud Mullers, who
rake the hay. Sweet and simple, you
know, but no g more. Now, if the
judge hadn't doffied his hat and ridder
away, ah! t hat might have been a
different story. Rest assured, some one

would have dramatized it long ago.”
“It is curious what preference will do

in the selection of a play. I, myself,
would choose one extremely modern,
since I am modera and taink modernly.

Mr, Sothern, on the other hand, is a fol-
lower of the classic, and realistic, mythi-
b Naturally, I am intensely
in his work and original ideas,
every one knows what an indefati-
gable student he and whatever he
does is done with ail his heart and soul,
to say nothing of physical exertion. He
has a splendid associate in Miss Mar-
lowe, who is a woman of unlimited re-
source, and will leave nothing undone
in order to accomplish an effect.
a wonderful stage nmanager. I would so
much love to see her interpretation of
my original role in ‘The Sunken Bell.’
Too bed 1 can't piay with Mr. Sothern,
isn't it? We took so much pleasure and
pride In putting on that play and the
others in which we appeared jeintly.”
“Why don’'t the managers permit you
to star together? It is the fashion with
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She is;

the <nglish players. The Forbes Robert-
sons, the H. B. Irvings, the Kendalls, and
so on.” -

“Yes, they are English; however that
is not the real reason. In our case it
was simply a story of dollars, for our
managers argued that we could make
more money separately than jointly, and
once having become convinced of that
fact, it is difficult to efface the impres-
sion. There is at present a possibility
that E. H. and I will before long again
appear together.

“Ouch! That shoe pinches!
I must have something comfortable,”
Miss Harned to the salesman.

“What a beautifuily shaped foot you
have,” said L

“It is the original American Trilby, you
must remember,” said .Miss Harned,
laughingly. *Yes, it was the sketch of
this particular foot which hung on the
wall in the first act wherever the play
was plaved in this country. It happened
in this way. No one bothered about such
a simple matter as a drawing of a foot
until the morning afier the first perform-
ance In Boston. What the critics said
about the clumsy sketch whiech was sup-
posed to be Trilby's own foot was a cau-
tion. They represented it as full of
corns and bunions. It was frightful
When we gathered for rehearsal the next
morning, Kugene Presbrey, who put the
play ©a, was in despair about the foot
episode. “What on
to do?” he said. ‘Look at that, and listen
to these remarks. But where on earth
am 1 going to find a well-shaped foot
when so many women wear tight shoes?”

“ ‘1 don't wear mine that way,” 1 said,
‘and I've a better foot than that’ With
that I took off my shoe and stocking and
showed him the unmistakable proof of
my assertion.

* “Why, it's beautiful,” said Mr. Pres-
brey. ‘I must take a picture of it.” So
it was that my foot was photographed
and the sketch was taken from the ple-
ture. I have since become rather valn
about it, for I never mped m
feet, consequently they are free from all
distortion.”
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SHE WANTED A WARRANT.

Sergt. Cloogan Had Exciting Session
with an irate Female.
! From the New York World
Sergt. Cloogan was listening to an argu-
ment between the doorman and a plain-
| clothes had just been ordered
o uniform In the Never Sleep Precinct

man who

station house when the door opened and
| a much-excited woman entered:

*“] want a warrant for the argest”——

“We don't give warrants here lady
| and”
! “You must get me a warrant, I
don't"

“Now don't get excited, lady.”

“T'll get just as excited as I want to

j and” ——
“Who do vou want the warrant for?”
“For a rascal that"-
are vou, lady

“That's none of your business who I
am, I want a""——

““You have to go to a magistrate to get
a4 warrar

“But 1

want him arrested now.”
is the man?”
‘“He's over in the drug store on the cor-
ner.”
“What's he doing there?”
“He 1is having plaster
head” —
“What for?”
“He insuited
“And who hit }
“1 did, and"'—
“What did you hit him with?”
“My gold-handled umbrella,
broke, and his head is,
“How did he insult you?"
“He sald I was looking
and”’
“Is that an insult
“I didn't know him, and he was a cor-
ner loafer, and I want"—
“Where was the officer on the post?™
“How should T know. I wasn't wait-
ing for an officer. 1 was waiting for a
car and that nasty man spoke to me and

I want him"—

put on his

and it's

too™"——

very

"

“Maybe he was mistaken, and”
“He was a ‘masher.” I know his kind
and"—

“Then he was mistaken.”

“And I struck him with my
the bargain, the ugly wretch.”

“Well, I"—

“Are you going to arrest him?”

“Will you appear against him in court
in the morning?”

hatpin in

{court, but I"—
“Well, I'm afraid I can't arrest him
then."

“That’s the way with you police, you're
never around when wanted, and I"—

ih"SnmeUmes we get around,

| but” —

i “Well, T don’t care whether you arrest
|

him or not. I taught him to be careful
| who he speaks to, and —

“l guess he willi, but"—

! “I am going to have my husband re-
| port you,” and with that the angry wom-
{an went out the door uttering ail sorts of
{dire threats, and as Cloogan took down
his hat to go to supper he sald:

{ “There’s some tough things in the
world, but there certainly ain't nothin’
that starts wid a woman who is real

imad and stickin’ up for her rights”
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ONCE CARRIED LINCOLN.

Old Steamer River Queen Took Pres.
fdent to Pence Conference.
From the Baltimore American.

To the steamboat River Queen, now at
William E. Woodall's shipyard, belongs
the distinction of having carried Presi-
dent Abraham Lincoln and a peace dele-
gatlon before the close of the civil war
from Washington to City Point, on the
James River, to confer with Jefferson
Davis and his generals about the ad-
visability of ceasing the strife and bring-
ing peace to a war-ridden country. His-
tory states that Mr. Davis was not there
according to the arrangement, and the
result was that the strife was con-
tinued some little time longer, until the
South laid down its arms,

The steamer, in her time, was one of
the most palatial of her kind, and after
the close of the war was sold to the
Mount Vernon and Marshall Hall Steam-
boat Company, who kept the vessel for
a number of years, plying on the Poto-
mac River, Several years ago she was
purchased by the Independent Steamboat
and Barge Company, who now own her.
Of late years she has been usged in the
excursion business between Washington,
D. C.,, and Notley Hall, a pleasure re-
sort a short distance below Alexandria,
Va. Her owners sent her to this port
for a general overhauling, to be come
pleted in time for the excursion trade
next summer,

PUT THE DOG OFF.

But It Was the Man Who Was Smok-
ing a Cigar.

From the New York Herald

A young woman whose color and clear
eyes told of life in the open alr enter-
ed a Brooklyn “L"” train at Sumner ave-
nue, anu with her a haadsome red set-
ter. It was one of those rare hours when
the trains are not crowded. The eight
of the ten persons in the car looked first
at the setter, then at each other, as if
to say: "What is that dog doing on this

car?’ Some of them, with their eyes,
asked the ques f the guard, who
stood gazing in = on at the young
woman's four-footed (riend. She held
him close to her with a chain.

At the next station a man with a
ighted cigar in his hand got on. He

seated )
but did

in a corner of the car,
until he caught sight

of he began to puff|
aggr wing the clouds clear!
sS 1 car, while he stared deflantly |
at the conductor. Of course, the latter
was quickly after him. '
“Put out that cigar!” he commanded |
the smoker. |
“Put out th dog!” retorted the other.
“I've as right to smoke as she |
s to g in here. 1 don't|
y lence the lady,” he run-f

K right.”

rnght is

seemed to

Y, ana she

The wducter was mad clear through.
“That lady has a right to have the
' aid to the smoker.

for it
returned the other,
I, 1 bought a
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ticket for |

' . | his real name we
young woman was nst of the timid |

be amused, |

{ERO OF TIGHT ROPE

Man Who Crossed Niagara
on Blondin’s Back Dead.

THRILLING FEAT OF LONG AGO

Death of Harry Colecord at Chicago
Reenlls the French Rope Walker's
Great Exploit in Crossing Niagara
River Carrying a Man—Both Nearly
Lost Their Lives at the Time.

Chicago, Nov. 10.—A few days ago there
died in a West Side hospital a man who
had one of the most thrilling sensations
ever given to mortal

Harry M. Colcord was the man who,
nearly half a century ago, the famous
Blondin carried on his back over a rope
siretched across the river at the Falls
of Niagara. Blondin dled a few Yyears
ago in London. For several years past
Harry Colcord has been well known on
the West Side in the nelghborhood of
Madison and Halsted streets, He was a
skiliful portrait artist and his memory
remaine In excellent oil paintings of sev-

eral well-known citizens.

The sensational aerial trip across the
Falls of Niagara occurred Aug. 14, 1558
It was repeated twice afterward, the

last time in the presence of the Prince

of Wales, now King Edward VII of
England.

Even after the lapse of such a long
space of time the thrilling memory of

his experience ever remained vividly with
Coleord.

“The thought of
ly as if it ham

it haunts me as close-
el yesterday,” he used

to say, “and dreams it all comes
back to m« I sway from side to
side and lay myseil like a dead weight as
Blondin goes onward, step by step, the
rope swaying and 1 baiancing pole os-
cillating; again I see the shores black
with people and look down the swirling
river, far below, until we to be
rushing up stream: again I des d from

the tau vibrat-
e¢]l Blendin stum-
fllans try to upset
nervous terror and

his back and stand on
ing rope, and again I f
ble and sway as the ru
us, and I jump up in
cold perspiration
Blondin's Great Feat.
Blondin had acquired international fame
by his wonderful
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made him faecinating wwned. He
we he first to throw ouble somer-
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WOMEN AND LUNCHES.

Chocolate Eclair Appetite Has Given

Way to Beef and Potantoes,

New York Mail
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be due to the fact that most business
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early oreakfasts, and are really hungry
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idea is that the one who eats a substan-
tial luncheon doing an unusual aand
praisewort

At all ti clubs that have been
recently organized for women one is

are served at such a low cost that
even the girl working for pitifully small
wages can get a luncheon that is nour-

petizing as well.

Vegetables and meats, stews and pot-
pies are much more iIn evidence than
sweets, and the best milk Is as easy to
obtain as are tea and coffee.

Even in the way of soft drinks women
seem to be growing more sensible. Not

there is any appreciable diminution
in ice cream soda business, but egg
drinks, malted milk, and bfoths all have
their place at the soft drink counters, and
are decidedly popular.

No longer can a “woman's lunch” be re-
garded as a frivolous, frothy affalr, and

the

the food cranks who worry in a theoreti-
cal way over the insufficient lunches of
the working girl will have to hunt for

trouble somewhere eise.

WITH A FIRST READER,

Dear little child, this little book
Is less a primer than 2 key

To sunder gates where wonder waits
Your “'Open Seasame!"

These tiny syliabies lock large;
) r wide, bewildered eyes;
But “lIs the cat upon the mati®™

A passport to the skies

yet awhile, you shall tam
rom Mother Goose to Avom's gwan;
m Mary's lamb to grim Khayyam,
And Mancha's mad-wise Don.

You'll writhe at Jean Valjean’'s disgrace;
And D’Artagnan and Ivanhoe

Shall steal your sleep; and you shall weep
At Sidney Carton's woe.

You'll find old Chaucer young once more,
Beanmont and Fletcher fierce with fire;

At your demand, John Milton's hand
Shall wake his ivory lyre.

And leaming other tongues, you'll leam
All times are Gne; all men, one race;

Hear Homer speak, as Greek to Greek;
See Dante, face to face.

Arma Virumque shall resound;

And Horace wreathe his rhymes afresh;
You'll redisnver Laura’s lover;

Meet Gretchen in the flesh.

Oh, couid 1 find for the first time
The “Churchyard Elegy"” again!
Retaste the sweets of new-found Keats;
Read Byron now, as then!

Make baste to wander these old rosds,
O envied little parvenu;
all things trite shall leap alight
And bloom again for you!
—Raper Hugbes in Appleton’s Magazite,
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and was a big monej About ¥
80 persons were i niy attract-
ed by the prospect In& two human

and spectacular

pro

death. Heavy bs placed as to
whether the two D would sue-
ceed In the feat

Harry Colcord
al consid i
WwWas a f
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tial testimonials. londin was pre-
sented with a handsome diamond-studded
gold watch and chaln, while the repre-
sentatives of rallroads, steamboats, and
hotels presented him with sums aggregat-
ing a few thousand dollars.

A second time that fall Blondin carried
Colcord across the river, the passage be-
Ing without special incident. The third
croseing was made, over the whirlpool,
in August, 180, in the presence of the
Prince of Wales and a gathering of about
a4 quarter of a milllon people. Immense
grand stands were erected on both sides
of the river, and the admission fee was 31
Doors placed at regular Intervals gave
admission to the stands, and among the
ticket-takers were several men now well
known in Chicago.

The prince, now King of England, whe
was accompanied by a brilllant retinue
headed by the Duke of Newcastle, proved
a great drawing card. Newspapers from
far and near sent their representatives to
watch not so much the performance of the
balaneist and his burden, but its effects
on the young sclon of royalty, and the
Imaginative reporter had full sway. ““The
Prince of Wales Faints,” and "“Great
Emotion of the Prince of Wales” were
among the scare headlines of special edi-
tions,

The prince did not faint or otherwise
create a sensation, but when the adven-
turers stepped from the rope on Canadian
soil he kindly received them In his pavil-
fon. “He put his arms around me,” said
Colcord, “kissed me on the cheek, and
said, ‘You're a brave lad'—although at
the time I was old enough to be his
father.”

THE REAL MRS. RUSSELL SAGE. |

Intimate Glimpre of One of the
Richest Women In the World.
Mrs. Russell Sage Puritan and a
schoolteacher—a steadfast New England-
er by Inheritance and desire—says Arthur

is a

Huntington Gleason, In the World's
Work. And never for a moment does
she lose her balance or her sense of

humor.

Objecting to men smoking in the pres-
ence of womey, she went to the Mayflow-
er dinner (the Mayflower Assoclation be-
ing cne that she has notably furthered),
protested against the smoking and with-
drew in entire good humor when her pro-
test led, H nblurred view-
point, the unbroken consistency of a sim-
ple faith ar practice, is delightful In a
flighty and erratic

Was ove

soclety,

She has been as earnest and humorous,
living at the center of 0,600 600, as when
she ht school in Philadeiph Not

in any sense a public woman, emphatical-
ly a home womap, she has been force

inteo prominence Always the expone
of common sense, her expenditures, a
sensible, her views on life are sensible,
and, greatest triumph of a her chari-
ties are sensible She has never been
up to New The or to fake

To the Emma Willard Seminary,
fiftieth anniversary, said:
to you, young ladies, I commend
my own experie of life the cul-
wtion of g sound common
Choracter is a perfectly educated

its

she

manners
sense
will
Her room looks like the city room of a
newspaper. They are the abode of a
work 11 of letters, pamphlets, news-
P : 1d magazines. There ig also a
filing system on woman suffrage, Mrs
arence Mackay's experiments in school
k at Roslyn, the will of Mrs, Emma
ley (who left a great fortune i{n part
to faithful ters and to hospitals),
Journal editorials and the triumphal prog-
ress of Misg Helen ould,
\ll her life she has been hard at work
ng the problems of practical educa-
id of woman's amelioration. Every
has seen a round of dutles;
attending committees, study-

ser

rit-

f a hospital, receiving call-
definite objects, and then

> a welcome home, Situ
fled stratum of women of

: W:1a: posilion, two traits give
her nction; her excelient mental en-
dowme and her democracy. Her com-
| pe sense of equality—that is the no-
blest element in her make-uy She will
eriticise a servant for a mistake or a
¢ inquency Iin precis
the ed ‘e i

s

ay tor “cal
one of his staff s

and it leaves
done it in a

BEAR MOURNS DEAD FRIEND.

Togo Mounis Guard Over the Body

of Oyama, the Little Jap,
From the New York San.

Oyama, the little Japanese black bear,
late of den 9, ths
Togo, the big Himalayan bear, mourned
his dead friend so deeply that it was many
hours after before the
keepers were able to give him burial

Oyvama was a sprightly little chap, and
during his lifeti at the zoo was

Uyama s

death

rather

{a thorn In the side of the more dignified

save for a

i3 n the center. “Harry,

be sure to let yvourself rest all the time

like a dead weight on my back It 1

should sway or stumble on no aecount

| attempt to bha yourseil.’ ad-
vice Coleord stri obeyed

Perilous Work in Midair,

“My first thrill occurred as we started;
over the pine trees, whose sharp tops
bristled far below us between the cliff:
and the river, it seemed far more terrify-
ing than out over the water My heart

|

|

of questionable pie | had absolute ¢
ful tea is the excep-{I believed that he would get us across al! |

|
é
|
|

struck by the variety of substantial dishes | Ward the opposite bank. Ewve

| had t

was In my mouth as we started, but I
Blondin, and

in

dence

right. Our progress seemed to be dre:
fully slow The sight the rapidiy
flowing river gave me a queer sensa
it was that we were moving up

great rate and going but ve

of

¢ and
order give a rest, 1
» get off Blendin's back and stand
behind him on the rope, steadying myself
with my hands around his waist while he
balanced with the pole.

“Imagine the gituation—getting down off
a man's back hundreds of feet in the air,
feeling for and standing on a taut vibrat-
ing rope, and holding on to him, clad in
slippery tights, when the least false moe
or loss of presence of r d on the part of
one or other might plunge you both into
eternity. And this getting on and off had
to be repeated seven times.

“When we reached the middle of our
journey, at the forty feet unsupported by
guy lines, Blbndin suddenly tottered and
swayed, and his balancing pole began fu-
riously thrashing up and down. He had
lost his balance and was unable to regain
it. He broke into a run. In that awful
moment his advice forcibly impressed it-
self on me. and 1 lay like a dead weight
cn his shoulders, to stay or fall with him.
When we reached the first guy line on
the American side he slipped on it. It in-
stantly broke, and the main rope, pulled
by the corresponding guy line, was jerked

now

then, in

to

sideways. This was the meost ecritical
moment of all. With his wonderful agility
he recovered himself in iime and won

| equilibrium enough te run to thé next

brace of guy lines, twenty feet away.
‘Get cif, quick,’ he said, and I obeyed. He
was like a marble statue; every muscle
was tense and rigid; large beads of per-
piration trickled from him. It was then I
most admired his wonderful grit and cool-
ness. Neither by voice nor sign did he
manifest his knowledge of the fact that
a dastardly attempt had been made to kiil
ug, probably by some unscrupulous gam-
blers who had bet against our crossing.
Wiid Cheers at Finish.
“Again, I mounted his back, and as we
toiled up the slope of the rope toward the
American bank we confronted an im-
mense sea of faces, intense with Interesi,
alarm, and fear. A band was trying to
play, but the wrought-up musicians could
only evoke discordant notes. As we ap-
proached the brink there was an im-

mense danger that the rush of spectators |

might crowd us over the cliff and others
along with us. At my advice, Blondin
rushed into the throng as far as he could
g0. There was & great cheer, and the
danger was over.”

For his intrepidity Harry Coicord was
made the recipient of numeryus substan-

| a quanti

{ Togo.

The Admiral, as Togo is called by
the keepers, had never shown much affec-
tion for his countrymen during the lat-
ter's lifetime, but when Ovama died,
T
body and neither force nor offers of food
could move him.

He dragged Oyama's
den and stood
qulet wake

body
guard It

within
was not a

ward to find out why Oyama lay so still.
Linieviteh, the great Russian bear, was
t persistent, but so fierce was Togo's
e of his friend's body
v n bruin retreated in bad
iurse his wounds
Word of Togo's devotion reached Direc-

order te

tor Hornaday and he became interested in |

what to him was a new phase of bear
psychology. He hurried to the den and
gave orders to the keepers to throw in
y of hay and dead leaves. As
soon as this was done, Togo charged the
other bears to the extreme end

into the den
Oyama’'s body.
that Togo's

and carefully covered
Curator Hornaday says
action is all the more pe-

culiar since he paid no attention when |

an American black bear died a few days
ago.

It was not until late in the aftermoon
that the keepers, taking advantage of a
moment when Togo was engaged in battle
with Linleviteh, succeeded in dragging
the black bear's body from the den.

GOOD MORNING!

Day dawns, and bids the blushing sky
‘Good moming!™

The flutevoiced birds take up the cry:
“Good moruing!™”

And nearer home, beneath the eaves,

The gnarled old maple’s tender leaves

That shivered in the midnight rain

Now whisper at my window pane:
“Good morming!

The genial sun peeps o'er the hill

And langhs across my window sill,

Eyes quiver under sleepy lids—

This is the King himself who bids
“Good moming!™

I rise and ope the window wide.

The sun-kissed breezes charge and ride

Straight throngh the breach in merry rout

And scale the walls and fairly shout:
“Good moming!"

They make me captive to the King,

They pluck at me and bid me sing

Their paean to the Goiden Day,

Whos2 conguering slogan is their gay
“Good morning!”

They frolic here, they scamper there,
They clutch the singing birds in air,
On all the world their music beats
Untii the captive world repeats:
“Good morning!”
Heart calls to heart. The surly wight,
Who scorned his neighbor yesternight,
With amiling visage stops to greet
That neighbor in the busy street:
“Good moming!”

O joyous day! O smile of God!
To hearten all who teil and plod,
We hail thee, Conqueror and King!

Bronx Zoo, is dead and |

o mounted guard over the black bear's |
the |

| The other bears, filled with |
the curipsity of their tribe, shuffled for- |

that the |

of the|
run and then dragged the leaves and hay |

REAL

STORY OF ELIZA

MRS. STOWE'S CHARACTER TAKEN
FROM REAL LIFE.

Fountain City, Ind., Nov. 10.—Few there
are who have not laughed at the vagaries
of Marks, the lawyer, wept at the bedside
of the dying Little Eva, and suffered in
their own hearts the agonies of Eiiza
Harris, fleeing before the hounds across
the ley Ohlo, in “Uncle Tom's Cabin.”
But it is not widely known that there
lives in Fountain City, Wayne County, to-
day, a venerable man who witnessed some
of the dramatie incidents attending the
real escape of the real Eliza.

Most people who have read “Uncle
Tom's Cabin,” or have witnessed the
stage production of it, believed Eliza
Harrls to be only a cheracter in fiction
That she lived and suffered as depicted
by Mrs, Stowe, there is not the least
doubt, for Mrs. Stowe gbtained the real
story of Eliza Harris in this little town
of Fountain City, known before the war
as Newport. The village of Newport was
founded in the early twenties by a com-
pany of Quakers from Norta Carolina
who had come into Indiana to escape an
environment of glavery.

In 1826 there came to Fountain City a
| devout Quaker named Levi Coffin, a min-
‘is!er in that church. With him came ?;is
I(f»od wife, known throughout this section
{in after years ag “Aunt Katie,” a name
| also dear to the hearts of many &
| fugitive slave. ‘the Rev. Mr. Coffin's po-
{Mitical ideas all centered one way—he was
!a strong abolitionist, When the famous
! underground rallroad, of '‘which hundreds
of stories have been toid and written,
|was created for the transportation of
slaves from bondage to freedom, the Rev.
Levi Coffin was among the first to be-
come associated with the movement, an
was for years secretly known as its presi-
dent.

Was an Underground Station,

ner of Main Fountain City, was
a “Unlon station” for the underground.
Lines running from Cincinnati, Jeffersor
ville, and Madison centered at his home,
From there the fugitive negroes from the
South were carried northward Can-
where they would be
arms of liberty.

| It waes in the Coffin homestead
Eliza Harris, the octoroon, w
| The old house is In a rem:
state of preservation, and bids
outifve many str-ctures of far more mod-
ern construction. It is of brick, two stor.
ies high, and has every feature of the
old-fashioned homestead. It
private dwelling, and 1s as
heart could desire
Fountain Cily feels
{old Coffin homestead,

street,

to

ada, safe in

is

t
COZY A4S

great pride
and 1t

i citizen who pol to it w greater
pride than the Rev. John Wright John-
son, for he knows its story

The Rev. Mr, Johnson came to Foun-

tain City when a youth. He is now in his
eighty-seventh year, and as tive
many men twenty years his or. He
takes daily walks ab the town and is
welcome at every firesidee. He was a
nephew of Rev, Levl Coffin, and,
after coming from North Caroiin made
h home with his Lev nd
55 Katle,” them to-day.
*lped teo build
njoys telling of

the

home, and e
» experience.

When the house was buil
o contain secret chambers for the
clusion of fugitive slaves. That was de-
nfed time and again by the Quakers whe
helped to build the house, but
was admitted that there were many pe-
culiarities about its architecture, partic-
ularly in the placing of a long, low room
immediately under the roof and over
kitchen. The door leading to this ro

Be-

very small and could be easily hid-
f view Ly the headboard of a
d it is not denied that in this
ndreds of fugitive negroes found
e to rest, sleep, and eat w
awaiting transportati northw

| ward Canada, their Mecca of freedom.

Heard Fliza Tell Her Story.

It was while the Coffins lived in the
womestead, then a new house, that Eliza

h

Harris and her tw
brought there for s
tion northward via t
road. It was during her stay there that
the then young Mr. Johnson heard her,

rear-old babe were

in the shadow of night, relate how she |

escaped from her master, and. pursued,
decided to try the floating ice of the
Ohio River as an avenue of escape rather
than be caught and maimed by her pur-
| suers. The young Mr. Johnson is now
| the aged minlster of Fountain City. Re-
clining in an easy chair, he told the story
|of Eliza Harris to-day with such fervor
that it made the hearts of his auditors
| thrill with enjoyment of his word drama
| It seemed almost like a narrative of ages
gone, but he told it as though
{a story of to-day.

“My Uncle Lévi and my Aunt Katie, as
the slaves called her, lived iIn the ol
| homestead up the street here when Eliza
{ Harrls, poor girl, came to find refuge from
| her pursuers.” He began placing his cane
between his feet and resting his hands
{and chin on its head. It was his favorite
reminiscent attitude, His face brightened
as the story proceeded, indicating that,
though he had told it often, it had not lost
its interest to him.

“The home of the Coffins afforded shel-
ter to hundreds of slaves who sought to be
free from bondage. One night in 1840 a
Y,UNg negro woman came to our house.

She carried a baby In her arms. She had
been sent to Uncle Levi's house by the
underground raflroad plan. When my

| Aunt Katle asked her name she told her
| her slave name, but that would not do
| under the circumstances. She had to have
another name, and Aunt Katie called her
Eliza Harris, and she kept it until sne
died.

Happy TIiil Baby Was to Be Sold.

“The poor girl's story was pathetic. She
had been the slave of a man living in
Kentucky, a few miles back from the
Ohio River and not far from Ripley, Ohlo.
| She said that she was contented with her
master and mistress, and was as happy
as could be until one day her master an-
nounced that, in order to liquidate a debt,
he would have to sell her baby. The poor
woman was grief-stricken, for the baby
was her only earthly possession. She had
lost two children by death. When the
news of the intended sale of her child
was broken to her she at once made up
her mind to attempt to escape.

“The shadows of night had scarcely
fallen before she began her flight. As
scon as the slave quarters had been closed
for the night she with her child in her
arms began a long and tedious journey
toward the Ohio River. She knew that it
was frozen over at that time of year and
hoped to escape across the ice. But when
she reached the river's shore she found
| that the ice had broken and was floating.
Her heart sank in despair. She decided
to g0 to a nearby house and ask for shel-
ter. She told her story and received food
and a place to hide herself. She remained
there during the day and hoped to find a
way to cross the river at night. The fce
became more broken, however, and hope
seemed dead until, at twilight, she heard
the volces of her pursuers and saw men
coming toward the house on horseback.
They were preceded by hounds. The poor
slave gave a cry of terror and darted out
of the house by the back way.

Crossed River on the Iece,

“She reached the river shore. The ice
crushing and beating itself to pleces, lay
menacingly before her. Behind her were
the dogs and men. It was a desperate

His home, which still stanus at a cor-|

the |

as |

it was said |

it is and |

ter and transporta- |
¢ underground raii- |

it were |

situation for the poor woman, but ghe
was not slow to decide that death in the
Ohio would be better than separation
from her baby. Just as her pursuers were
racing down the bank Eliza Harris put
her faith in God and began her journey
across the ice. Her pursiers saw that
she was taking a desperate chance and
did not dare follow. She leaped from
cake to cake. Oftentimes, she sald, she
had to balance herself on one cake until
another floated near enough to her to
seérve as a stepping stone. Many times
she was thrown into the water, but she
clung to ber child, and, in some way, fin-
ally reachied the opposite shore.

“A man who heard the shouts of the
men on the ether side ran down to the
bank and was startled t¢ see that a wo-
man with a baby in her arms was com-
ing across the jce toward him. He saw
that the woman was almost exhausted
and did all ke could to help her reach
shore. When she finalty made her last
plunge toward the bank he grasped her
hand and helped her to 2 nearby house,
where dry clothing, food, and shelter
were given her,

Wwas not regarded as safe for her
to remain there, and during the night she
was transported by underground railroad
to Ripiey, Ohlo, and from there sent by
| underground to West Elkins, Ohio, then
to Middleboro, Wayne county, Ind., and
finally reached the home of my uncle,
Levi Coffin, where she was kindly re-
{ celved. She remained several days at
{the Coffin home and told many interest-
ing storfes of her slave life,
{ her master, but debt made it pecessary
{ for him to dispose of her child, and that
| was too much for her.”

THE DESERT RAGE.

It Sometimes Breaks Out on a Man
in a2 Restaurant,
From the Goldfieid {Nev.) Gossip,

There is a strange, dry
of rage that sweeps ov
i tervals after he has live;
| desert towns for a vear,

regtaurants. Men who ¢

She loved

i
|
|

hoking passion
a m at iIn-

hilils with their burros, who cook
their own beans, bacon, and dried apples
are free from its attack.

The attack comes upon the man after
the waiter has taken his order and re-
{turned to lay before him a galaxy of

oddly colored varieties of flesh and vege-

tables in their thick, white oval dishes.
On a sudden man feels that he

He is injurec

|est feelings;

{ relief

{ He rises in his seat, and with

rigid his

through his teeth some two or three sin-
s

abused, art in his tender-

wail will give

only a bi

and jaws locked,

j cere, crisp, ckling The
he gets his pays
away.

The other occupants of

pay no attention,
| desert,” they

“IUs th
and

The man gets
half an hour. T
born of the heat
the food, fiie
of owr hip, and a ge
everyt g under the Sometin

aral orators,
---q'.:;l ﬂu.ﬁn(,
man he got

attacks one of those nat
can bless and curse w
At least when it hit

on his feet, sh his € and settied
{ his head well back on ni ck and be-
gan:

“Great God, smite and destroy this

place. Rain down Thy wrath and anger

vpon it. Let its name pe a byword
among men; let it wither and crumblie
to dust. Let it be a ame and a re-
| proach forever. And forget mnot
the cook. Carve him lightnings

and stuff his fat carcass thun-
derbol "

We feit he was just 1g good, but
the landlady seemed to th he was be-

¢ming personal, so he paid his bill and

DRESS THAT COSTS $40,000.

Three Hundred Mexican Women
Made the Wondeful Garment,
From the St. Louis Post-Dispatch

Ater nine years of most
tell Senora E. Leon, of Agus: 1
living in the City of Mexico, has com-

i pleted a dress which valued at the
princely sum of $40,000 gold. She
sisted in her arduous by
| needlewomen, all of whom
:f-alf],
The dress was first intended
Mexican exhibit at the Paris Exposition.
| As it was at that ti

is

as-
300 expert
were well

for the

me incomplete it was

Id.—q.jmi to dispilay it at the St Louls
World's Falr, but the close of this ex-
| position still saw the work unfinished.

Aguascalientes is famous for its drawn-
werk and needlework, and its embroidery
artists, but this dress excels anything
ever attempied or completed in that eity,
The dress is an exquisite and wonderful
example of woman's skill, patience and

arti

It consists of a full trained skirt, Eton

jacket, and hertha, and is made of the
sheerest linen, the thread for which was
imported from Paris and bore the num-
ber 600, the finest manufactured.
sign, which was originated by
Leon, i3 a marvel. There are no visible
secams in the entire garment, which is
drawn in wheels in such a way that the
original fabric ig changed fimsy
weblike lace.

The dress will be put on exhibltion
in the City of Mexico, and offered for
sale. No price under $40,000 gold will be
considered. During the winter, when the
city is filled with American millionaires,
it is aot thought that finding a purchaser
willi ba difficult.

PRIZE WINNER WAS FAKER.

Potatoes He Entered at the Fair

Were Purchased from Grocer,
From the Hartford (Conn.) Coursnt.

There 18 more than one way of win-
ning prizes at a county fair. When the
rubber neck from the city looks over the
agricultural curfosities in the big tent and
sees the gigantic pumpkins and huge po-
tatoegs he naturally thinks these were
brought to such proportions by careful
gardening, nursing by the farmer who
enters the exhibit. But this isn't always
true.

One of the prizes for big spuds at the
Wolcott fair went to a man who came in
from Watertown way, bought some choice
potatoes at a market, took ‘em out to
Wolcott, and copped one of the prizes.
He didn’t even know what kind of pota-
toes they were.

The day before the fair the farmer went
into a Waterbury market. He looked
over the stock and saw one basket of po-
tatoes of extraordinary size. His eyes
glistened and he picked out half a dozen
of the largest in the basket.

“What kind?" he inuired.

The clerk didn’t know one potato from
another, but he said: “Why, those are
‘Johnson's Beauties.” "

The spuds were duly labeled and
shipped to Wolcott. The Watertown man
got one of the prizes in a walk, and all
the cult stood about him at the fair
and complimenteu him upon his fine crep
of potatoes.

“J¢ must have taken a lot of care and
good soil to raise potatoes that size,”
they all remarked. And that wise farmer
said it surely did.

The de-

Senora

into a

-
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